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some unfortunate love-affair.  It was certainly
difficult to imagine Dudley falling in love, but it
might have been possible years ago. Though we
discussed him frequently, he remained to the last an
enigma to which we could find no key. One or two of
the more daring members had tried to pump him*
But they came away from the ordeal sick with some
indefinable dread. There was some curious magic about
those eyes of his. They read others, bat never yield-
ed up any secrets of their own.

One night Dudley came into the club. His face
was more pallid than usual. There was a slight
nervousness about him which we had not observed
before. He sat down in a big red chair. I remember
that we stopped talking when he came into the room.
We were expecting something, but we did not know
what. The clock ticked, a coal fell from the fire,
some one coughed.

" Well, I suppose we can talk," said Malcolm
presently. lc What are we waiting for ? ??

No one answered him. We were all watching
Dudley, his thin, white hands stretched out on either
leg and his head thrown well back.

Suddenly Dudley leant forward. " I don't often
inflict a story upon you fellows," he said in his slow,
precise way, ts but I'm going to tell you rather a
strange yarn to-night."

The tension was at an end. We breathed again as
we murmured our thanks.